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The Praiſes of the 
Weavers. ' 


One all you jolly Weavers and liſten to my ſong, 

37 To you about all others theſe lines they du belong, 

WF or to talk to the praiſe of your noble weaving trade, 

| 3 they are to blame unworthy that would ſuch men degrade. 
. Who is't can ſay againſt them, or who can pull them down, 
Who is't can live without them in country or in town: 

| were i it not for your Weavers your backs would all go bare, 

And ſo go all together naked as your forefathers were. 
Were it not for your weaving trade which is ſo fine a thing 
& You would not know a beggar now by the greateſt king, 
They would all be clothed in leather inſtead of rich array, 

Who would not love a weaver come tell to me I pray, 
* From whence came all this brave attire that the young prin- 
at ces Wear, 
1s not the {kilful weaver rich cloths for them prepare, 

# Your coloured ſilks and ſattins and your rich cloths of gold, 
O the weavers they do wake them moſt glorious to behold. 
170 from whence come all ih e ribbons that makes fo rare a ſhow! 
5 1 the ladies top knots wherever they do go. 

The nimble handed weavers, they do them all contrive, 
They are above all other the only men alive. 
Tour broad cloths and your drugget ſtuffs ſhines ſo much in. 
$ your eye. 
4 It is ſo much in faſhion, it doth the poor employ. 
"Oy & The nimble handed weavers doth work them day and night, 
For to gain an honeſt livelihood is all bis whole delight. 
. © There i is ten thouſand ſpinners ay and ten thouſand reo 
E Were it not for our weavers they would have no work ado, 
The nimble handed Taylors that boaſt themſelves ſuch men 
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* vere it not ſor out weavers they would cry Old breeks 
7 to mend. 

52 de Weavers they are called up the ſcripture doth declare, 
1 Jo weave the curtains of the ark and tabernacles fair 

4 1 4 The clothier and dyſter and wool-comber too, 


& Were it not for our Weavers tbey would have no work ado, 
Come all you jolly laſſes in country or in town, 

To you that looks for honour likewiſe fame and renown, 
Wii ever you do marry be ſure a weaver chuſe, 

For they are ſure to blame that would ſuch men refuſe. 

0 happy is the woman that is a weaver's wile, 

i Sure ſhe's enducd with pleaſure all the days of her life 

Lo have her loving huſband always in her eye, 

itting-ſo ſweetly ſinging ſuch pleaſant melody, 
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Tpi ſong is compoſed by Jock the Rhymer, 
In al che North there's none the finer. 
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